CHAPTER THREE
THE WORKER AND  HIS  WAGE
THEY wanted lathe hands and they wanted them
badly. The lid had been taken off costs. All that
the Government asked was production, and to the
factory management, production meant men and
more men.
Jim, we shall call him, slouched into the employ-
ment office. In ordinary times he would have passed
back through the door faster than he came in, for that
establishment did not employ "rum hounds" or
tramps, and Jim was obviously both, but the place
needed men. And Jim answered the general descrip-
tion of a man.
"Can you run a lathe?" the employment agent
asked, skeptically.
"Sure," came from Jim, nonchalantly, "any of
your tools."
"All right," said the agent, "I'll put you to work."
This was supposed to be a first-rate company.
It called itself "efficient"; it had welfare work, all
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